AND SILESIA
In the still rising tide of fire and smoke, details could scarcely be made ^ out. From Oberloschwitz, Dresden looked like a second Sodom. Occasionally the suction of the conflagration caused the improbable-looking ^mass of smoke-clouds to rise for a few seconds. There stood Cmaveri's church, the Hofkirche, with the most elegant spire in the world, surrounded by dancing golden sparks. How long would it resist destruction?
Hauptmann remained leaning against the tree. "At that moment I wanted to die," he told me later in Agnetendorf.
In this first tearful moment of readiness for death his poetic genius was once more called upon to express, as well as words can, what his heart was suffering,
A person who has forgotten how to weep . . . ," whispered the old man, amid the smoky vapors that rolled up to the Loschwitz Heights from the burning below. And in his horror at the crime, sentence after sentence came from his lips.
^ A profoundly disturbing and imperishable bit of German prose, this funeral lament for Dresden was born in the moment of Hauptmann' s first deep pain. The final version, which he dictated later without pause, reads as follows:
"A person who has forgotten how to weep, learns how once more at the sight of the destruction of Dresden. Till now, this clear morning star of my youth has illumined the world. I know that there are quite a few good people in England and America, to whom the divine light of the Sistine Madonna was not unknown, and who now weep, profoundly and grievously affected by the extinguishing of this star.
"And I have lived to see personally the destruction of Dresden by all the hells of Sodom and Gomorrha, caused by the airplanes of the enemy. As I use the words 'live to see,' that still seems like a miracle to me. I do not take myself seriously enough to believe that Fate has kept this horror in store expressly for me and in this very spot in the world that is almost the dearest of all to me.
"I am very close to leaving this life and I envy all my dead comrades of the spirit who did not live to see this horror.
"I weep. Do not take offense at the word Veep'; the greatest heroes of antiquity, Pericles and many others, were not ashamed of it.
"From Dresden, from its wonderfully sustained nurturing of the fine arts, literature, and music, glorious streams have flowed throughout all the world, and England and America have also drunk from them thirstily.
"Have they forgotten that?
"I am nearly eighty-three years old and stand before God with a last request, which is unfortunately without force and comes only from the heart: it is the prayer that God should love and purify and refine mankind more than heretofore — for their own salvation."
Hauptmann, still leaning against the tree, was exhausted. The tears streamed down his wrinkled old face. Finally he went into another